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A Thought When Noon is Hot 

Into very joy I shall plunge my arms 

And sing; 
Joy will sweeten my mouth, 
Joy will gladden my throat, 
And freshen my very life, when I reach 

The spring! 

BEFORE DAWN IN CAMP 

Upon our eyelids, dear, the dew will lie, 
And on the roughened meshes. of our hair, 

While little feet make bold to scurry by 

And half-notes shrilly cut the quickened air. 

Our clean, hard bodies, on the clean, hard ground, 
Will vaguely feel that they are full of power; 

And they will stir — and stretch — and look around — 
Loving the early, chill, half-lighted hour, 

Loving the voices in the shadowed trees, 

Loving the feet that stir the blossoming grass. 

Oh, always we have known such things as these, 
And knowing, can we love and let them pass? 

I CAME TO BE ALONE 

I went out from the world of futile talking and trying, 
From the world of the wearing of clothes to the nude and 
silent sky, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And into the woods I came, to the easily flowing river, 
Here of my own nude soul to ask, "What manner of man 
am I?" 

But I have strangely forgotten all that I dreamed and wanted, 

All that I thought and spoke and dared only a month ago. 

Even the friends of my heart I have lost in the glancing 

shadows, 

And the slim white self I see in the stream is the only self 

I know. 

I shall remember again, perhaps, when the blessed summer 
passes ; 
But now — oh, nothing but storm or peace under a bending 
sky, 
Racket of winds at night that slap and tug at the flapping 
canvas, 
And the rock of a good canoe by day on the rapids racing 
by! 

I shall remember again, perhaps, but now I have clean for- 
gotten — 
For I have been glad of hunger and thirst, the fear of 
death I have known; 
Jagged rocks in the rip I have seen and quiet waters beyond 
them, 
And the clean green banks of perfect rest, since I came 
to be alone! 

Harley Graves 
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